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A Wish 


One  day  Dean  and  Don  were  late 
coming  home  from  school. 

“ Where  have  you  boys  been  ? ” said 
Mother.  “ Where  have  you  been  ! ” 

“ Oh,  Mother,”  called  Dean,  “ Allen  has 
a little  pet  lamb ! He  feeds  it  from  a 
bottle.” 

“ We  were  going  to  stop  only  a minute,” 
said  Don,  “ but  the  lamb  was  so  funny, 
Mother.  I wish  we  had  a little  pet.” 

“ I wish  you  had,”  said  Mother,  “ but 
Father  may  not  like  a pet  lamb  around 
his  dairy  barns.” 

“ We’ll  ask  him,”  said  Dean. 

Away  the  boys  ran  to  find  Father. 
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Dean  and  Don  stopped  in  the  door  of 
the  long  white  milking  bam. 

“ Is  Father  here  ? ” asked  Dean. 

“ Not  here,”  said  the  man  who  was 
cleaning  the  cows. 
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The  boys  ran  down  the  drive-way. 

“ Where  is  Father  ? ” called  Don  to  the 
man  who  was  cleaning  the  barnyards. 

“ Go  and  look  in  the  big  barn,”  said 
the  man. 
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Dean  and  Don  ran  into  the  barn  where 
the  cows  are  kept  in  cold  weather. 

“ We  are  looking  for  Father,”  said  Dean 
to  the  man  who  was  making  beds  of  straw 
for  the  cows. 

“He  is  up  in  the  loft,”  said  the  man. 

The  boys  ran  into  the  feed  room. 

Swish,  swish ! Down  came  big  bunches 
of  straw. 
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Dean  looked  at  Don.  Don  looked  at 
Dean.  Then  they  made  a dive  into  the 
big  pile  of  straw. 

Sh-wssh  ! Swish,  sh-wssh  ! 

Down  came  a big,  big  bunch  over  the 
boys.  They  came  out  from  under  the 
straw  and  looked  around. 
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“ Ah,  he  heard  us,”  laughed  Don. 
Father  laughed.  Then  clump,  clump, 
clump,  he  came  down  the  ladder.  Clump  ! 
Cl-ump ! 

“ Oh,  Father,”  called  Dean,  “ Allen  has 
a little  pet  lamb ! We  want  a little  pet, 
too.  May  we  have  one  ? ” 

“We  can  get  a little  lamb  for  only 
a dollar,”  said  Don.  “ Would  you  care, 
Father  ? Would  you  care  ? ” 

“ Hoo-oot ! ” said  Father.  “ A dairy 
farm  is  no  place  for  a lamb.  You  can  pet 
the  little  calves.  We  are  going  to  have 
a lot  of  little  spring  calves  soon.” 

“ Oh,  a calf  would  make  a good  pet ! ” 
said  Don.  “ May  we  have  one  all  our 
own  ? ” 

“Ho,  ho!”  laughed  Father.  “We’ll 
see,”  he  said.  “ We’ll  see.” 
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Father  began  to  make  beds  for  the  cows. 

He  pitched  a big  bunch  of  straw  into 
a stall.  He  spread  it  around  for  a cow 
to  lie  on. 

“ It  may  snow  tonight,”  said  Father. 
“ All  the  cows  will  need  to  sleep  in  the 
barns.” 

Father  made  a bed  in  each  stall  on  one 
side  of  the  big  bam.  His  helper  made 
a bed  in  each  stall  on  the  other  side  of 
the  barn. 

Pitch,  pitch  ! Spread,  spread,  spread  ! 

In  every  stall  they  made  a bed. 
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“ May  Don  and  I drive  some  more  cows 
into  the  bam  ? ” asked  Dean. 

“Yes,”  said  Father.  “Bring  Jerseys.” 
Away  the  boys  ran  down  the  drive- 
way between  the  feed  yards. 

The  Jersey  cows  were  lying  down  in 
a little  yard  by  themselves.  They  were 
chewing  and  chewing  their  cuds. 

Dean  opened  the  big  white  gate. 
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“ Whoo-ee ! ” he  called  to  the  cows. 

Not  one  of  the  cows  got  up. 

They  chewed  and  chewed  and  chewed. 

“ Coo-ee  ! ” called  Dean. 

“ Coo-ee  ! Coo-ee  ! ” called  Don. 

One  cow  got  up.  Another  cow  got  up. 
Soon  all  the  Jerseys  were  up. 

All  the  cows  got  in  a line.  Then 
bobbity,  bobbity,  bob,  the  brown  cows 
went  into  the  bam.  Bobbity,  bob. 
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Some  of  the  young  cows  did  not  know 
where  to  go.  Father  gave  this  one  and 
that  one  a gentle  push  into  a stall. 

Then  snap,  snap 1 He  snapped  the 
stanchions  around  their  heads. 

“ Now  that’s  done,”  said  Father.  “ You 
may  help  close  the  barn  doors.” 

“ I like  the  clean  smell  of  cows,”  said 
Don.  “ Don’t  you  like  the  smell  of  milk- 
cows,  Father?” 

“ Yes,”  said  Father,  “ I like  their 
breath.  It  smells  of  sweet  clover.” 

“ I think  I smell  the  milk  factory,” 
laughed  Dean.  “ Uncle  Joe  said  the 
milk-bag  was  really  a little  factory, 
Father.” 

“ Yes,”  said  Father.  “ The  milk  is  made 
of  sweet  grass,  and  grain,  and  pure,  fresh 
water.” 
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A Little  New  Baby  Calf 

Oo  — oo  ! Oo  — oo  ! went  the  wind. 
Oo-oo ! 

Dean  and  Don  snuggled  close  together 
in  bed.  “ I wish  we  could  have  a little 
calf  for  a pet,”  said  Don. 

“ I wish  we  could,  too,”  said  Dean. 
While  they  slept,  it  snowed  and  snowed. 
The  next  morning  the  ground  was  white  ! 

“ Oh  — oh  ! Just  look  at  the  snow,” 
said  Dean.  “ Look,  Mother  ! Snow  in  the 
springtime ! ” 

“ Yes,”  she  said.  “ Hurry  and  dress.” 
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“ Don’t  you  like  the  snow,  Mother  ? 99 
asked  Don. 

“ Not  the  last  week  in  March,”  said 
Mother.  “ The  little,  new,  spring  calves 
will  have  to  be  shut  up  in  the  barns. 
It  is  better  for  them  out  in  the  sunshine.” 
Stamp,  stamp,  went  Father  outside. 
He  stamped  the  snow  off  his  feet.  Stamp  ! 
Stamp  ! Stamp  ! 

Don  ran  to  the  door. 
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“ Are  there  any  little  calves  ? ” he  called. 

“ Two,”  said  Father.  “ Queen  has 
a little  calf.  And  Tyee  has  a fine  little 
heifer  calf.  We  named  her  Wood  Creek 
Tyee  Marie.  Would  you  like  to  see 
her  ? ” 

“ Yes  ! Yes  ! ” said  Dean  and  Don. 

They  ran  to  get  their  coats  and  caps. 
Away  they  went  to  see  the  little  new 
calves. 
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A little  brown  calf  was  curled  up  in 
the  straw  in  the  first  stall. 

“ Moo-oo  ! ” went  the  brown  in  a 
deep  voice.  “ Moo-oo  ! ” 

She  threw  back  her  head. 

“ Queen  isn’t  so  very  friendly  this 
morning,”  said  Father.  “ We’ll  go  to  see 
Tyee’s  calf.” 
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The  big,  gentle,  black  and  white  cow 
turned  her  head  and  looked  at  them. 
Then  she  turned  again  to  her  little  new 
calf.  She  gave  it  a little  push  with  her 
nose.  Push ! Pu-sh ! 

“ Tyee  wants  her  little  calf  to  get  up,” 
said  Father.  “ She  wants  it  to  eat  its 
breakfast.” 
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The  calf  got  up  on  its  little,  wobbly 
front  legs. 

“ I’ll  help  you/’  said  Father. 

The  calf  stood  on  its  little  long  legs. 
It  walked  over  to  its  mother. 

The  boys  watched  the  baby  calf  feed 
from  the  big  milk-bag.  Pull  and  push ! 

“ See  it  flip  its  little  tail,”  laughed 
Dean. 


16 


99 


“ Look  ! It  has  one  black  stocking  ! 
said  Don.  “We  can  always  tell  which 
one  is  Tyee’s  calf.” 

“ She  has  pretty  marks,”  said  Father. 
“ Let’s  go  now.  Tomorrow  we  shall  put 
the  little  calves  into  the  calf  barn.  Then 
you  can  see  them  again.” 

“ The  sun  is  coming  out,”  said  Father 
as  they  went  outside.  “ The  snow  will 
be  gone  by  night.  It’s  good  for  the  dry 
pastures,  good  for  the  new  spring  grass  ! ” 
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A Wish  Come  True 


Three  days  went  by.  Then  there  were 
ten  little  calves  in  the  calf  barn  ! 

Dean  and  Don  ran  to  see  all  the  new 
little  calves  asleep  in  their  beds  of  straw. 

“ I do  wish  we  had  a little  pet  calf,” 
said  Dean. 

“ I wish  we  had,”  said  Don. 
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Saturday  morning  Father  said,  “ Boys, 
I have  a little  surprise  for  you.” 

He  put  a box  down  on  the  table. 

“ I know,”  guessed  Don,  “ new  caps  ! ” 
Father  took  the  lid  off  the  box. 

“ Oh-h,  a little  halter  ! ” said  Don. 

“ And  ear  tags  and  a chain  ! ” said  Dean. 
“ What  are  they  for  ? ” 
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“ They  are  for  your  little  new  pet,” 
said  Father.  “ Mother  and  I are  going 
to  give  Tyee’s  calf  to  you  boys.” 

“ Now  you  have  a fine  little  pet,”  said 
Mother. 

“ Whoop-ee  ! ” shouted  Dean  and  Don. 
“ We’ll  feed  her ! We’ll  brush  her ! 
We’ll  make  a prize  calf  of  her.” 

They  danced  Father  around.  Then  they 
danced  Mother  around  the  room. 
“Whoop-ee!”  they  shouted.  “Whoop-ee!” 
Father  and  the  boys  put  on  their  coats 
and  caps.  Away  they  went, 
past  the  long  white  milking  barn, 
past  the  tall  white  feed  barn, 
to  the  low  white  calf  barn. 

“ Now,  find  your  calf,”  said  Father. 
Dean  and  Don  ran  to  find  Tyee’s  little 
black  and  white  calf. 
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They  looked  in  the  first  little  pen. 

“ Two  Jerseys,”  said  Dean. 

“ Not  ours,”  said  Don. 

They  looked  in  the  next  little  pen. 

“ A black  and  white  calf ! ” called  Don. 
He  looked  at  its  legs.  “ Not  ours,” 
he  said. 

The  boys  ran  to  the  next  pen. 

“ Here  she  is ! Here’s  our  calf ! ” 
they  called. 
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There  stood  Tyee’s  black  and  white  calf, 
with  her  one  black  stocking. 

Up  went  her  little  head.  Out  went  her 
big  ears.  She  stood  and  looked  at  the 
boys  with  her  big,  brown  eyes. 

Father  and  the  boys  went  into  the  pen. 
The  little  calf  came  toward  them. 

“ She  isn’t  afraid  of  us,”  said  Dean. 

“ No,”  said  Father.  “ She  has  never 
been  frightened.” 

Dean  put  his  arms  around  the  little 
calf’s  neck.  He  rubbed  her  ears. 

Don  rubbed  the  calf’s  back.  He  put  his 
face  against  it. 

“ Father,  our  little  calf’s  hair  is  softer 
than  lamb’s  wool,”  he  said. 

“ Look,  her  hair  is  curly,”  said  Dean. 
“ Will  it  stay  curly  ? ” 

“ No,”  said  Father. 
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The  boys  held  the  calf  while  Father 
put  the  little  chain  around  her  neck,  and 
a tag  on  one  ear. 

“ Now  you  have  a name  and  a number,” 
said  Dean. 

He  rubbed  the  calf’s  head. 

“ She  is  a pure  bred  Holstein,”  said 
Father.  “ Her  grandfather  was  the  old 
champion,  Wood  Creek.” 

Father  gave  the  little  calf  a pat  on  the 
back. 

“ Take  good  care  of  her,  boys,”  he 
said.  “ Some  day  she  will  be  a fine  dairy 
cow.” 
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Feeding  the  Calf 

“ May  we  feed  our  calf  ? ” asked  Don. 
“ Do  you  think  you  can  teach  a calf 
to  drink  from  a pail  ? ” asked  Father. 

“ Yes  ! Yes  ! ” said  Dean  and  Don. 

“ Well,”  said  Father,  “ run  to  the 
milking  barn  and  ask  Uncle  Joe  to  give 
you  warm  milk  for  Tyee’s  calf.” 

Away  the  boys  ran  to  the  milking  barn. 
Soon  they  were  back  with  a little  milk 
in  a big  pail. 

“ Look,  Father,”  said  Don.  “ This  is 
not  enough  milk  for  a calf.  But  Uncle 
Joe  would  not  give  us  any  more.” 

“ That  is  enough  now,”  said  Father. 
“ A pint  and  a half  for  a little  calf.  Soon 
she  may  have  more.” 

Dean  and  Don  went  into  the  pen. 
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“ Here,  little  Tyee  Marie,”  said  Dean. 
“ Here’s  your  nice  warm  milk.” 

He  held  out  the  pail.  “ Come  and 
drink,”  he  said. 

“ Here’s  milk  to  drink,”  said  Don. 
“ Come,  Marie,  come  on  ! ” 

But  Tyee  Marie  would  not  drink.  She 
only  stood  and  looked.  She  did  not 
know  how  to  drink  milk  from  a pail. 

“ How  do  you  teach  a little  calf  to  drink 
from  a pail  ? ” asked  Dean. 

“ How  do  you  ? ” said  Don. 

“ Put  its  nose  down  into  the  milk,” 
said  Father.  “ Hold  tight  to  the  pail.” 
Dean  held  the  pail  with  both  hands. 
Don  rubbed  the  calf  s head.  Then  he  put 
its  little  white  nose  into  the  milk. 

Tyee  Marie  took  her  head  out  of  the 
pail  and  licked  the  milk  off  her  nose. 
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“ Try  it  again,”  Dean  said  to  Don. 

Don  put  the  little  calf  s head  into  the 
pail  again  and  again.  But  she  only 
licked  her  nose  every  time. 

They  laughed  and  laughed. 

“ Let  the  calf  suck  on  your  fingers,” 
said  Father.  “ Then  put  your  fingers 
down  into  the  milk.” 
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Don  put  his  fingers  into  the  little  calf’s 
hungry  mouth.  She  began  to  suck  on 
them.  Then  Don  put  his  fingers  down 
into  the  milk. 

“ Oh  look,”  he  said,  “ she  is  drinking 
the  milk ! ” 

Slup,  slup,  slup  went  the  calf. 

Down,  down  went  the  milk. 

“ Now  you  can  lick  your  nose,”  said 
Dean.  “ The  milk  is  gone,  all  gone.” 

“ Wash  the  pail  clean  and  keep  it  for 
your  calf,”  said  Father.  “ Feed  her  as 
Joe  tells  you,  not  one  drop  more ! ” 

“ Maa-aa  ! ” went  a little  calf. 

“ Maa-aa  ! ” went  another  and  another. 

“ They  are  hungry,  too,”  said  Dean. 
“ Are  you  going  to  feed  them  from  a pail, 
Father  ? ” 

“ In  a day  or  two,”  said  Father. 
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The  Calf  Is  One  Month  Old 


The  days  went  by.  Soon  Tyee  Marie 
was  one  month  old.  She  ran  and  played 
in  the  spring  sunshine. 

Each  day  when  Dean  and  Don  came 
home  from  school  they  ran  to  see  her. 
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The  boys  sat  on  the  fence  and  laughed 
at  the  funny  game  the  little  calves  played. 
One  ran  south,  one  ran  north  ! 

Back  and  forth,  back  and  forth ! 
They  kicked  up  their  heels  as  they 
passed  each  other ! 
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“ Oh  hum  ! ” laughed  Don.  “ Isn’t  our 
little  calf  lots  of  fun  ? Let’s  put  the  halter 
on  her  and  take  her  out  for  a run.” 

“ Coo-ee  ! Tyee  Marie  ! ” called  Don. 

The  calf  came  running.  She  put  her 
nose  into  Dean’s  hand.  Then  she  put  her 
nose  into  Don’s  hand. 

Father  came  out  of  the  barn  with  an 
old  broom  in  one  hand  and  a big  pail  in 
the  other. 

The  calf  ran  to  meet  him.  Sniff-ff! 
What’s  this  in  the  pail? 

“ You  wouldn’t  like  to  drink  this,”  said 
Father.  “ I have  been  whitewashing  the 
pens.” 

Sniff,  sniff  went  the  calf  again. 

Father  gave  her  a little  pat. 

“ Oh,  you  are  a fine  calf,”  he  said. 
“ You  are  the  best  calf  in  the  lot. 
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“ Give  her  a cup  of  grain  when  you 
feed  her  tonight,  boys.  She  is  old  enough 
to  eat  grain  now,”  said  Father. 

“ Shall  we  give  her  milk  ? ” asked  Don. 

“ Yes,  give  her  milk,  too,”  said  Father. 
“ Put  the  grain  into  the  milk.  Uncle  Joe 
will  mix  it  for  you  when  he  feeds  the  other 
little  calves.” 
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Dean  and  Don  led  the  calf  to  the  trough 
to  drink.  Then  away  they  went, 
past  cows  at  the  feed  racks, 
past  calves  in  the  pens, 
up  the  path  to  the  house. 

“ Oh,  Mother,”  called  Dean,  “ come  out 
and  see  our  calf.” 

“We  have  a little  surprise,”  said  Don. 
“ Our  calf  is  growing  horns  ! ” 

“ Horns  ! ” said  Mother.  “ Oh,  Marie, 
you  are  a wonderful  calf ! ” 

Mother  ran  her  fingers  around  the 
calf’s  soft  ears.  She  felt  the  little 
buttons  on  each  side  of  its  head. 

“ How  she  is  growing  ! ” said  Mother. 
“ Marie  will  not  be  a little  calf  long.” 

“ Let’s  take  her  picture,”  said  Don, 
“ before  she  grows  horns.” 

“Let’s,”  said  Dean. 
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Mother  took  a picture  of  Tyee  Marie. 
She  took  another  of  the  calf  with  Dean 
and  Don. 

Then  Bing  — Bong  — Bing  — Bong  — 
Bing!  went  the  big  clock  in  the  house. 

“ Oh,  time  to  feed  ! ” said  Dean.  “ Come, 
Marie.” 

Away  they  ran,  crickety,  crickety,  crack 
to  the  barn. 
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The  boys  put  their  calf  into  the  clean, 
clean  pen. 

They  were  brushing  her  when  Uncle 
Joe  came  to  feed  the  little  calves  their 
milk. 

“ Oh,  Uncle  Joe,”  said  Don,  “ Father 
said  to  give  our  calf  a cup  of  grain ! 
Do  you  think  she  will  eat  it  ? ” 

“ She  may,”  said  Uncle  Joe.  He  took 
Tyee  Marie’s  pail  to  the  feed  box.  He 
put  a small  panful  of  meal  into  the  pail. 
Then  he  put  in  the  milk. 

“ Stir  it  up,”  he  said  as  he  gave  the 
pail  to  Dean. 

“ Oh-h,  I didn’t  know  the  grain  was 
going  to  be  meal,”  said  Don. 

“ Yes,”  said  Dean,  “ the  grain  is  ground 
into  meal.” 

The  boys  stirred  and  stirred. 
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Then  they  went  into  the  pen.  Tyee 
Marie  put  her  nose  into  the  pail. 

Sniff ! Sniff-ff ! What’s  this? 

Then  slup,  slup,  slup  she  went. 

“ She  likes  it,”  laughed  Uncle  Joe. 
“ It  will  help  her  to  grow.  She  will  be 
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eating  grass  the  next  thing  we  know. 
Next  week  I am  going  to  put  the  calves 
into  the  pasture,”  he  said. 

Uncle  Joe  put  a little  bunch  of  hay 
into  the  feed  trough. 

“ Let’s  make  a feed  chart  for  our  calf,” 
said  Dean.  “Will  you  help  us,  Uncle 
Joe  ? ” 

“ Yes.  Come  to  the  men’s  house  after 
supper,”  said  Uncle  Joe. 

Dean  washed  the  pail  and  hung  it  up. 

Away  the  boys  ran  to  the  house.  As 
they  went  past  the  cook  house,  the  cook 
was  calling  the  men  to  supper. 

Cling,  clang,  cling,  clang-ng ! 
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The  Best  Calf  on  the  Farm 


The  months  went  by  — May,  June,  and 
July. 

One  day  Tom  came  to  the  dairy  farm 
with  his  father  to  bring  a load  of  hay. 
“ I can  stay  until  noon,”  said  Tom. 

“ Father  is  going  to  haul  hay  all  day.” 

> 

“ I’m  glad  you  came  early,”  said  Dean. 
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Tom  ran  to  look  in  the  tall  silos. 

“ Empty,”  said  Don.  “ We’ll  need  to 
be  filling  them  soon.” 

“ How  do  you  get  the  stalks  of  corn 
through  those  little  windows  ? ” asked 
Tom. 

“ A machine  cuts  them  up  and  blows 
them  in,”  said  Dean. 
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“ Come  and  see  our  calf,  Tom,”  called 
Don.  “ You  haven’t  seen  her  for  a long 
time.” 

Away  the  boys  ran  to  the  calf  yards. 

A big  black  and  white  calf  came 
running  across  the  calf  yard. 

Bump  ! It  gave  Dean  a push.  Bump  ! 
It  gave  Don  a push.  Tom  laughed. 

“ Oh,  isn’t  Marie  a big  calf ! ” he  said. 
“ She  wants  to  come  out  and  play,” 
said  Don.  “ I’ll  get  the  halter.” 

He  ran  into  the  calf  barn. 

“ Bring  the  brush,  too,”  called  Dean. 
“ She  has  dirt  all  over  her  coat.” 

The  boys  put  the  halter  on  the  calf. 
The  calf  started  for  the  gate. 

“ Wait  a minute,  wait  a minute,” 
laughed  Don.  “ You  can’t  go  out  looking 
like  that.” 
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He  began  to  brush  her  back. 

Brush,  brush  ! Scritch,  scratch  ! 

“ She  likes  to  have  her  back  scratched,” 
said  Don.  Scritch,  scratch  ! 

“ You  must  brush  your  calf  often,”  said 
Tom.  “ Her  hair  is  so  smooth.” 

Tom  ran  his  hand  across  the  calf’s 
straight,  straight  back. 

“ Her  hair  is  smooth  and  fine  because 
we  feed  her  right,”  said  Dean. 

“ We  are  going  to  take  our  calf  to  the 
fair.  Father  thinks  she  will  win  a prize 
for  the  best  heifer  calf.” 

“ I wish  she  would,”  said  Tom. 
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“ See  how  wide  Marie’s  chest  is,” 
said  Don.  “ When  a cow’s  legs  are  far 
apart,  she  has  a wide  chest.  She  will 
make  a good  dairy  cow.” 

“Well!”  laughed  Tom.  “I  didn’t 
know  that.” 

“ Let’s  show  him  Tyee  Marie’s  teeth,” 
said  Dean.  “ Come  closer  so  you  can  see 
when  Marie  opens  her  mouth.” 
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Dean  took  an  apple  from  his  pocket 
and  held  it  up  to  Tyee  Marie. 

Marie  opened  her  mouth. 

Tom  looked.  “ She  has  no  upper  front 
teeth/'  said  Tom.  “ She  hasn't  lost  them, 
has  she  ? ” 

“ No,"  laughed  Dean.  “ Cows  have  no 
upper  front  teeth.  They  have  back  teeth 
and  lower  front  teeth." 


45 


“ The  mother  of  our  calf  is  a prize  cow,” 
said  Dean.  “ Would  you  like  to  see  her 
blue  ribbons  ? ” 

“ Yes,  and  let’s  go  to  see  the  cow,  too,” 
said  Tom.  “ I have  never  seen  a prize 
cow.” 

“ She  looks  like  any  other  pure  bred 
Holstein,”  said  Don.  “ But  she  gives  a 
special  milk.  We  sell  Tyee’s  milk  to  the 
hospital.” 
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“ Let’s  take  Marie  to  see  her  mother,” 
said  Tom. 

“ Father  won’t  let  us  take  our  calf  to 
the  milking  barns,”  said  Don.  “ Let’s 
put  her  into  the  pasture.” 

They  led  Tyee  Marie  to  the  gate  and 
took  off  the  halter.  She  kicked  up  her 
heels,  and  away  she  went.  The  boys 
laughed  and  closed  the  gate. 

Away  they  ran  to  the  barn  to  see  the 
best  cow  in  the  dairy. 
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The  Prize  Cow 

Off  by  herself  in  a big  white  stall  stood 
the  mother  of  Tyee  Marie. 

“ Why  do  you  keep  Tyee  by  herself  ? ” 
asked  Tom.  “ Is  she  cross  ? ” 

Up  came  the  cow’s  big  ears.  She 
turned  her  head  to  look  at  Tom.  He 
stepped  back. 

“ Don’t  be  afraid,  Tom,”  said  Father. 
“ Tyee  is  very  gentle.  She  hears  a new 
voice.” 


48 


Father  gave  the  cow  a friendly  pat. 
Flip,  flap,  down  went  the  cow’s  ears. 
She  turned  around  and  began  to  eat. 

“ Tyee  has  a nice  room,”  said  Tom. 
“ She  has  her  own  drinking  fountain, 
and  her  own  feed  trough.  It  must  be 
nice  to  be  the  prize  cow.” 

“ I feel  a little  sorry  for  her,”  said 
Don.  “ Father  won’t  let  her  out  into  the 
pasture  with  the  other  cows.” 

“ She  might  get  cut  on  the  wire  fence,” 
said  Father.  “ And  I have  to  be  very 
careful  what  Tyee  eats.  Her  milk  is 
certified.” 

The  cow  had  been  washed.  She  was 
shiny  and  clean.  But  Father  washed  and 
dried  the  milk-bag  again. 

Father  washed  his  hands.  Then  he  sat 
down  by  Tyee  and  began  to  milk. 
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He  milked  four  streams  out  on  the  floor. 
Then  — 

Splish,  splash  ! Splish,  splash  ! 
Went  the  milk  into  the  pail. 

Splish,  splash  ! Splish,  splash  ! 
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Tom  looked  at  the  full,  pink  milk-bag. 

“ Whew  ! ” he  said.  “ How  much  milk 
does  that  big  bag  hold  ? ” 

“It  must  hold  four  gallons,”  laughed 
Father.  “ We  bottle  sixteen  quarts  every 
morning  for  the  hospital.  We  bottle 
fourteen  quarts  every  night.” 

Splish,  splash ! Splish,  splash  went 
the  milk  into  the  pail. 

Father  milked  fast  with  both  hands. 
Splish,  splish,  splash ! And  the  cow  was 
milked. 

Father  hung  the  pail  on  the  scales. 
Click ! And  the  milk  was  weighed. 


“ We  keep  a dairy  record,”  said  Dean. 
“ Come,  I’ll  show  you  a cow  that  gives 
more  milk  than  Tyee.” 

In  a stall  nearby  was  the  biggest  cow 
that  Tom  had  ever  seen. 

She  was  big  in  front. 

She  was  big  in  the  middle. 

She  was  big  all  around. 

Her  big  milk-bag  almost  touched  the 
ground. 
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“ Bess  gives  more  milk  than  any  other 
cow  in  the  dairy,”  said  Dean.  “ Her  milk 
is  good  for  babies.” 

“ Fm  going  to  the  bottling  room,” 
called  Father. 

“I  should  like  to  see  how  the  milk  is 
bottled,”  said  Tom.  “ I have  never  been 
in  the  bottling  room.” 

“ The  man  won’t  let  us  into  the  room 
where  he  bottles  the  milk,”  said  Don. 
“ He  is  afraid  a little  dirt  may  get  into 
the  milk.” 

“ We  can  look  through  the  window,” 
said  Dean. 

Away  they  ran. 
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Milking  the  Cows 

Tom  stopped  in  the  door  of  the  milking 
barn.  “ Let’s  watch  the  men  wash  the 
cows,”  he  said. 

Two  men,  in  white,  were  washing  the 
cows  with  a brush  and  hose. 

The  cows  were  quietly  eating  their 
breakfast  from  the  long  feed  trough. 

“ The  cows  must  like  the  shower 
bath,”  said  Tom.  “ How  quiet  they  all 
stand ! ” 

The  men  washed  the  cows’  backs. 

They  washed  the  cows’  sides. 

They  washed  the  big  pink  milk-bags. 

Swish,  swash,  swish  went  the  water  over 
the  cows.  Swish,  swash,  swish ! 

“ Now  this  row  of  cows  is  ready  to  be 
milked,”  said  Dean. 
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Along  came  two  men  in  white  clothes 
to  milk  the  cows.  One  went  to  the  first 
cow  in  the  row.  The  other  went  to  the 
cow  next  to  her. 

They  each  milked  four  little  streams 
out  on  the  floor.  Splish,  splish,  splish, 
splash ! Along  came  another  man.  He 
washed  the  floor. 
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Then  the  men  put  four  shining  tubes 
on  each  of  the  big  milk-bags. 

Click ! went  the  machine  that  drew 
the  milk.  Click  — click  — click  — click  ! 
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The  men  took  the  tubes  off  the  bags 
and  milked  the  last  milk  by  hand. 

Strip,  strip,  strip ! 

And  drip,  drip,  drip ! 

Drip,  drip  went  the  milk  into  the  pails. 
Two  bags  were  empty,  two  cows  were 
milked. 

The  men  went  to  the  next  cows. 
Click  — click  — click  went  the  machine 
that  drew  the  milk. 

After  the  cows  had  been  milked,  the 
man  let  their  heads  out  of  the  stanchions. 

Snap  ! Snap  ! “ Out  you  go,”  said  Joe. 

The  first  cow  in  the  row  backed  out  of 
the  stall.  The  next  cow  backed  out 
of  her  stall. 

Then  bobbity,  bobbity,  bob,  the  cows 
went  out  to  the  pasture.  Bobbity, 
bobbity,  bob. 
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Bobbity,  bobbity,  bob ! In  came  more 
cows  to  be  milked.  They  went  into 
the  empty  stalls. 

The  men  snapped  the  stanchions  around 
the  cows’  heads.  Snap,  snip,  snap ! 

Along  came  the  feed  man  again  with 
meal.  Scoop ! Scoop ! He  put  meal  for 
this  cow,  and  meal  for  that  cow,  into  the 
long  feed  trough. 
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Then  along  came  the  men  again  with 
brushes  and  hose. 

Swish,  swish  went  the  water  over  the 
cows.  Drip,  drip  went  the  water  off  the 
men’s  big  rubber  aprons. 

“ The  men  wash  and  milk,  wash  and 
milk,”  said  Dean.  “ They  begin  at  three 
o’clock  in  the  morning.” 

“ Then  they  will  wash  and  milk  these 
cows  again  at  three  o’clock  in  the 
afternoon,”  said  Don. 

The  boys  laughed,  and  up,  up  the 
steps  they  ran  to  the  milk  room. 
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Bottling  the  Milk 

“ Let’s  go  to  the  top  floor,”  said  Tom. 
“ Let’s  see  everything.” 

The  boys  ran  up  three  little  steps. 
And  there  was  a little  engine  going  chug, 
chug,  chug ! 

“ The  engine  pumps  the  milk  from  the 
milking  barns  to  the  milk  room,”  said 
Dean. 

The  boys  ran  up,  up  some  more  steps. 

“ This  is  where  the  milk  is  pasteurized,” 
said  Dean. 

In  the  room  were  long,  shining  tanks. 

“ Please  lift  the  lid,”  said  Don  to  a 
worker.  “ Tom  wants  to  see  how  the  milk 
is  pasteurized.” 

The  man  lifted  the  lid  of  a long, 
steaming  tank. 
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Paddles  were  stirring  the  milk. 

“ Is  it  churning  ? ” asked  Tom. 

“ No,”  said  the  man,  “ the  milk  is 
being  heated.  The  paddles  keep  it  from 
sticking  to  the  tank.” 

Easy,  easy,  went  the  paddles.  They 
must  not  churn  the  milk. 

“ The  milk  is  heated.  Then  it  is 
cooled,”  said  Don. 
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The  boys  ran  into  another  room  to  see 
the  big  tank. 

“ What  a big  milk  tank  ! ” said  Tom. 

“ It  will  hold  hundreds  of  gallons,” 
said  Dean.  “ The  milk  runs  from  the  big 
tank  to  the  bottling  machine.” 

“ Come  and  see  the  machine  that 
washes  the  bottles,”  said  Don. 

Away  they  ran,  down,  down  the  steps 
to  the  wash  room. 
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A man  in  white  clothes  was  putting 
bottles  into  the  washing  machine.  There 
were  holes  and  holes  and  holes  for  many 
bottles. 

Dean  and  Tom  and  Don  put  bottles  into 
the  holes.  They  laughed  to  see  the 
bottles  go  down,  down  into  the  machine 
to  be  washed  and  brushed. 
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“ Here  they  come  ! Here  they  come  ! ” 
called  Tom. 

At  one  side  of  the  machine,  clean 
bottles  came  bobbing  up,  bobbing  up ! 
Away  they  went  on  a little  roller  track  ! 
Clink  ! Clink  ! Clinkety,  clink  ! 

“ Let’s  follow  the  track,”  said  Don. 
Away  went  the  track  across  the  long 
room.  Away  went  the  clean  shining 
bottles,  riding  along. 
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The  track  went  into  a little  room 
that  had  glass  all  around. 

The  boys  laughed  and  ran  outside. 

They  put  their  faces  up  close  to  the 
window  to  watch. 

A man  in  white  clothes  was  bottling 
milk  from  a shining  tank.  He  looked  up 
and  smiled. 
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Out  came  the  milk,  down,  down  over 
the  cold,  cold  pipes ! A thin  little 
waterfall  of  milk ! 

“ Yum  ! Yum  ! The  milk  looks  good,” 
said  Tom. 

Along  came  the  clean  bottles  on  the 
little  roller  track.  Clinkety,  clink  ! 

Clink,  clink ! Clinkety,  clink ! They 
made  a little  song  as  they  rode  along. 
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The  bottles  went  under  the  filling 
machine. 

Zip  ! Down  came  the  milk. 

Zip ! On  went  a flat  paper  cap. 

Clip,  clap ! On  went  a dust  cap. 

“ He  is  bottling  certified  milk,  now,” 
said  Dean.  “ The  dust  caps  are  red.” 

“ Blue  for  Tyee’s  milk,”  said  Don. 

“ Certified  milk  is  not  heated,”  said  Dean. 
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The  Milk  Inspector  Comes 

Maa-a ! went  a big  noise  behind  the 
boys.  Tom  jumped.  Then  he  laughed. 
It  was  only  a man  coming  up  the  steps. 

“ You  surprised  me,  too,”  laughed 
Dean.  “ Mr.  Inspector,  this  is  Tom.” 

“ Good  morning,  Tom,”  said  the 
Inspector.  “ Well,  boys,  how’s  the  pet 
calf?” 

“ You  should  see  her,”  said  Tom.  “ She 
is  the  biggest  calf  on  the  farm.” 

“ We  give  her  skim  milk  and  grain, 
now,”  said  Dean.  “ Then  we  let  her 
out  to  eat  green  grass.  She  is  almost 
old  enough  to  take  care  of  herself.” 

“ When  my  work  is  done,  I’ll  go  with 
you  to  see  her,”  said  the  Inspector. 
“ Come  on,  let’s  inspect  the  dairy.” 
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The  boys  went  with  the  Inspector  into 
the  clean,  white  milk  rooms. 


“ Good  morning,”  he  called  to  everyone. 

The  Inspector  put  on  a long,  white 
coat  and  white  cap. 

“ Now,  boys,”  he  said,  “ let’s  see  if  the 
bottles  are  clean.” 

He  went  to  the  end  of  the  little  roller 
track.  A man  was  taking  the  bottles  off 
the  track.  He  put  them  into  boxes  and 
away  they  went  into  the  ice  room. 
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Little  bottles  of  cream  came  riding 
along. 

Clink,  clinkety,  clink ! 

The  Inspector  picked  up  a bottle  of 
cream.  He  turned  it  upside  down  and 
looked.  Then  he  turned  it  around  and 
around.  He  put  the  bottle  down.  He 
picked  up  another. 

“ The  bottles  are  clean,”  he  said. 
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“ I’ll  take  some  of  the  milk  along 
to  test,”  said  the  Inspector. 

The  boys  watched  the  Inspector  fill 
little  bottles  with  the  fresh,  sweet 
milk.  He  put  them  into  the  ice  in  his 
little  black  case. 

“ Our  men  will  test  it  to  see  if  it  is  rich 
in  butter  fat,  test  the  milk  for  this 
and  that.” 
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Dean  and  Don  and  Tom  followed  the 
Inspector  upstairs  and  downstairs. 

“ Goosey,  goosey,  gander,  where  shall 
we  wander,”  laughed  the  Inspector. 

“ Now  one  more  thing,”  he  said  as  he 
looked  around  the  clean  milk  rooms. 

He  went  to  the  big  cans  of  milk.  He 
took  off  the  lids. 

Sniff,  sniff!  . . . Sniff-ff! 

“ I have  a very  good  smeller,”  said  the 
Inspector,  laughing.  “ If  the  cows  eat 
weeds,  I can  easily  tell  it.  Weeds  give 
milk  a bad  flavor.” 

Tom  said,  “ One  time  I went  to  visit 
my  grandfather  and  grandmother  on  a 
farm.  They  cooled  the  milk  in  big  milk 
cans.  They  had  a little  milk  house.  I 
think  they  took  the  milk  to  a cheese 
factory  in  the  town.” 
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“ Yes,”  said  the  Inspector.  “ And  some 
farmers  sell  cream  to  the  creamery.  The 
cream  is  made  into  butter.” 

The  Inspector  took  off  the  long  white 
coat  and  cap. 

“ Now,  let’s  have  a glass  of  the  cold, 
sweet  milk  to  drink,”  he  said.  “ Then 
well  go  to  see  the  little  heifer.” 
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From  the  Farm  to  the  Milk  Plant 
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Ten  Milk  Trucks  All  in  a Row 

One  afternoon  Dean  and  Don  ran  to 
watch  the  men  unload  the  milk  trucks. 

One  by  one  the  big  white  trucks  drove 
up  to  the  milk  house.  The  men  took  the 
boxes  of  empty  bottles  into  the  wash 
rooms.  Clink,  clink,  clink  ! 

Then  they  drove  their  trucks  to  the 
garage.  Their  work  was  done. 
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Dean  and  Don  ran  to  the  garage  to 
watch  the  man  take  care  of  the  trucks. 

Washer  Ben  backed  the  trucks  into  the 
garage. 

He  filled  the  tires  with  air.  S-s-s-sst ! 

He  filled  the  tanks  with  gasoline. 

Then  ss-ss-ss-ss  ! He  washed  the  trucks 
with  hot  steam.  SS-sss-ss  ! 

Soon  there  were  nine  milk  trucks 

All  in  a row, 

Serviced  and  washed,  ready  to  go. 

“ Nine,”  said  Washer  Ben.  “ I wonder 
what  happened  to  Number  Ten  ? ” 

It  was  almost  sundown  when  the  last 
milkman  drove  in.  He  backed  his  truck 
up  to  the  milk  house.  Chug,  chug-gg  ! 

The  milkman  climbed  slowly  down  from 
the  truck.  “ Um-ph  ! Ummp-mm  ! ” he 
went. 
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“ What  happened,  Charley  ? ” asked 
Washer  Ben.  “ What  happened  ? ” 

“ Nothing,”  said  Charley,  “ My  leg  is 
bad  again.  It  took  me  all  this  time  to 
deliver  the  afternoon  milk.  Umm  ! ” 
“Here,”  said  Washer  Ben,  “ I’ll  take 
care  of  the  boxes  for  you.” 

“ Don  and  I will  go  with  you  tomorrow,” 
said  Dean.  “ Then  you  won’t  need  to  get 
out  of  the  truck.” 
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Charley  said,  “ Your  father  may  not 
want  you  to  get  up  so  early.” 

“ We’ll  ask  him,”  said  Don. 

Away  Dean  and  Don  ran  to  find 
Father.  Soon  they  came  running  back. 

“ Yes,  yes  ! ” they  called.  “ We  may 
go.” 

“ Good,”  said  Charley.  “ Now  I shall 
go  home.  Go  to  bed  early.” 

“ We  will,”  said  Dean  and  Don. 

Away  they  ran  to  the  house. 

Washer  Ben  took  the  boxes  of  empty 
bottles  into  the  wash  room.  Then  back 
he  went  to  wash  the  truck. 

Soon  there  were  ten  milk  trucks 

All  in  a row, 

Serviced  and  washed,  ready  to  go. 
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Dean  and  Don  Are  Milkmen 
for  a Day 


It  was  early,  early  in  the  morning. 
The  lights  were  burning  in  the  milk  house 
and  barns. 

Dean  and  Don  ran  around  to  the  side 
of  the  milk  house  where  the  men  were 
loading  the  trucks. 

“ Whoop-ee  ! ” said  Dean.  “ Where’s 
Charley  ? ” 

“ Here,”  laughed  Charley.  “ Come  and 
climb  on  the  truck.” 
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The  men  put  boxes  and  boxes  of  filled 
milk  bottles  into  their  trucks.  They  put 
boxes  of  little  bottles  of  cream  into  their 
trucks.  They  put  ice  on  the  boxes. 

One  man  filled  his  truck  with  cans  of 
milk,  big  cans  and  little  cans. 

One  truck  drove  out  of  the  yard.  Then 
another  and  another  drove  out. 
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Away  went  Charley  and  Dean  and  Don. 
Chug,  chug,  chug ! 

They  rode  on  the  clinkety,  clinkety, 
clankety  load, 

past  the  little  white  schoolhouse, 
over  the  big  river  bridge, 
up  another  hill,  into  town ! 
Clinkety,  clinkety,  clink ! 
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“ There  isn’t  anyone  up,”  said  Don. 
“ There  are  no  lights  in  the  houses.” 

“ You  will  find  the  empty  bottles  and 
milk  tickets  out  on  the  porches,”  said 
Charley. 

“ Who  takes  the  milk  to  the  stores  ? ” 
asked  Dean.  “ Do  you  ? ” 

“ No,  Billy  Mack  goes  to  the  schools 
and  the  stores.  Here’s  our  first  stop,” 
said  Charley. 

He  gave  each  boy  a bottle  of  milk. 

“ One  here,  one  there,”  said  Charley. 

Dean  ran  to  one  house.  Don  ran  to 
another.  They  put  the  bottles  on  the  front 
porch.  Then  they  ran  back  and  climbed 
on  the  running  board  of  the  truck. 

“ Ready ! ” called  Dean. 

Chug,  chug,  chug  and  clinkety,  clink 
they  went  down  the  street. 
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“ One  quart  here,  one  pint  there  ! ” said 
Charley.  “ Umm-mph  ! ” 

“ You  sit  still,”  said  Dean.  “ Let  me 
get  the  milk.” 

He  climbed  into  the  back  of  the  truck. 

“ Ready  ? ” said  Charley.  “ One  milk, 
one  cream.” 

Dean  brushed  the  cracked  ice  off  the 
bottles.  He  gave  one  to  Don.  Then  he 
took  another  and  ran  across  the  street. 
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“ There’s  a paper  in  this  empty  bottle,” 
called  Don.  “ This  woman  wants  a bottle 
of  cream.” 

“ Don’t  wake  everyone  up,”  said  Dean. 
“ If  you  want  to  talk,  come  out  to  the 
truck.” 

“ What  ? ” shouted  Don.  “ There’s  no 
ticket,  no  money.  Shall  I leave  the 
milk  ? ” 

He  ran  back  to  the  truck. 

“ Yes,  leave  the  milk,”  laughed  Charley. 
“ She  is  a good  customer.” 


87 


On  and  on,  in  and  out  they  went. 
Clink,  clink  ! Clinkety,  clink  ! 

“ You  boys  are  good  helpers,”  said 
Charley.  “ It  won’t  take  us  long  to 
deliver  the  morning  milk.” 

“ It  would  be  fun  to  help  every  day,” 
said  Dean. 

“ Maybe  you  can  some  day,”  said 
Charley. 

Dean  and  Don  laughed. 

On  and  on  they  went. 

Clink,  clinkety,  clink  ! 

Soon  all  the  children  had  milk  to 
drink. 
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TO  THE  TEACHER 


Each  book  in  the  “Community  Life  Series,”  written  for 
primary  grades,  gives  simple  but  accurate  information  on 
some  important  aspect  or  aspects  of  community  life.  The 
content  of  each  book  is  verified  by  authorities  to  assure 
accurate  up-to-date  information.  The  vocabulary  is  checked 
with  the  Gates  and  Thorndike  lists  to  assure  a vocabulary 
within  the  grasp  of  primary  children.  Each  book  is  tried 
out  in  preliminary  forms  in  many  classroom  situations  in 
different  sections  of  the  country  to  assure  a style  and  treat- 
ment appealing  to  children. 

Dean  and  Don  at  the  Dairy  gives  in  a vivid  and  colorful 
way  authentic  information  about  dairying  and  the  processes 
of  handling  milk.  Although  especially  planned  for  seven- 
and  eight-year-old  children,  it  challenges  the  interest  of 
both  younger  and  older  children.  The  happy  manner  in 
which  the  author  has  combined  story  interest  and  facts 
makes  the  book  of  real  value  in  both  conventional  reading 
programs  and  in  integrated  programs.  Although  it  gives 
much  information  and  offers  many  suggestions  for  activities 
which  make  it  valuable  in  the  social-studies  program,  the 
book  has  a literary  appeal  which  gives  it  a deserved  place 
in  a child’s  pleasure-reading  program. 

The  author,  artist,  and  editors  express  their  appreciation 
to  teachers  and  children  who  have  tried  out  this  manuscript 
in  its  preliminary  form;  to  Mr.  F.  B.  Carter  and  Mr.  J.  A. 
Graham  of  the  Arden  Farms,  El  Monte,  California,  and  to 
Mr.  Roger  Jessup  of  the  Roger  Jessup  Certified  Farm, 
Glendale,  California,  who  gave  helpful  information;  and 
to  Dr.  Fred  V.  West,  Director  of  Technical  Relations  of 
Adohr  Milk  Farms,  Los  Angeles,  California,  for  critical 
reading  of  the  manuscript. 

It  is  with  genuine  pleasure  that  the  editors  introduce  this 
new  title  in  the  “Community  Life  Series”  to  teachers  and 
children,  and  wish  them  many  pleasant  hours  of  interesting 
exploration. 


The  Editors 
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